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The Chronicle Hiftorie 

of Henry the fift: with his battel fought 
at Agin Court in ivvww.Togither with 
Auncient Piftoll. 

Enter King Henry , Exeter , 2. Bijhefs, Clarence, knietber 
Attendants* ^ 

Exeter. 

S Hall I call in Thambafladors my Liege? V 

King. Not yet my Coufin,til wc be refoludc 
Of fom; ferious matters touching vs and France. 

B,. God and his Angels guard your facred throne, 
«na make you long become it. 

Km Shore we thank you. And good my Lord proceed 
Wiethe Lawe S aheke winch they bauein Trance, 

\Jt Indu'd or fhould not, flop vs in dur claymc : 

And God forbid my wile and learned Lord, 

J hat you fh u!d fafl>ion,frame ; or wreft the fame. 

cu r i f f d do , th know ,1Q ™ m any now in health, 
ohail drop their blood in approbation, 

what your reuercnce fhall incite vs too, 

1 nereforc take heed how you impa wre our perfon, 

«ow y pu awake the fleeping fword of warre : 

Wecharge you in the name of God take heed. 

«fter this conmration/peake my Lord : 

' A 2 . Ufa 



T be Chronicle HiFtorie 

Then heare me gracious foucraigne.and you peerer ' 
Which owe your Jiucs, your faith and fernices*" * 

To this imperiall throne. 

There is no bar to flay your highnefle claime to France 
But one, which they produce from Far amount. 

No female fhall fucceed in falicke land, 

Which falicke land the French vniuflly gloze 
To be the realme of France: 

And Faramont the founder of this law and female barres 
Y ct their oivne writers faithfully affirmc 
That the land falicke lyes in Germany , 

Bctwecne the flouds of Sabecl^ and of E/me, 

Where Charles thefifthauingfubdude the Saxons, 
There left behind, and fctled certaine French, 

Who holding in difdaine the Germaine women, 

For Lome difhoneft maners oftheir liucs, 

Eftablilht there this lawe.T o wit. 

No female fhaUfuccced in falicke land: 

Which falicke land as 1 faid before, 

Is at this time in Germany called Mefenet 
Thus doth it well appeare the falicke Iawe 
Was not deuifed for the realme of France, 

Nor did the French poflefle the falicke land, - 

Vntill 4OO. oneand twentieycares. 

After the funftion of king Faramont; 

Godly fuppofed the founder of this lawc? 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt the crowne, 

To fine his title with Tome fhoweof truth, 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and naught: 

Conuaid himfelfe as heire to the Lady Inger, 

Daughter to C harles, the forefaid Duke of Lorain, 

So that as clearc as is the fommers Sun, 

King Pippins title and Hugh Capets claime, 

King Charles his fatisfsefion all appeare. 

To hold in right and title of the females 
So do the Lords of France vntil this day, 

How belt they would hold vp this falick lawe 

To 



of Henry the fift. 

To baryotir highnefle claiming from the female, 

And rather choofc to hide them in a net. 

Then amply to imbace their crooked caufes, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors, (claime? 

K , May we with right pc confeience make this 
Bi. The fin vpon my head dread foueraigne. 

For in the bookc of Numbers is it writ. 

When thefonne dies,letthe inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord fland for your owne, 

V nwinde yoiltbloody flagge. 

Go my dread Lord to your great graunfirigraue. 

From whom you clayme : 

And your great Vndc Edward the blacke Prince, 

Who on the French ground playd a Tragedy 
Making defeat on the fullpower of France, 

Whilcft his moft mighty father on a hill. 

Stood finding to behold hi* Lyons whelpe, 

Foraging blood of French Nobilitie. 

G Noble Englifh that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces the full power of France : 

And let an other halfe fland laughing by. 

All out of woike,and cold for a£t ion. 

King. We muft not onely armc vs againft the French, 
But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduanf ages. 

Ti. The Marches gracious foueraigne , fhalbe fufficicne 
To guardyour £#g/Wfrom the pilfering borderers, 

Kmg, W c do not meane the courfing breakers oncly, 
But f eare the mayne entendement of the Scot, 

For you fhall read, neuer my great grandfather 
V nmaskt his power for France, 

But that the Scot on his vnfurnifht Kingdomc, 

Came pouring like the Tide into a breach, 

I hat England being empty ofdefences, 

Fiath fiiooke and trembled at the brute hereof. 

She hath bin then more feared then hurt my Lord: 
A 3 For 









T he Chronicle HiHorie 

For heare her but examplificd by her felfe. 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France 
- And (be a mourning widow of her Nobles, 

She hath her felfc not only well defended. 

But taken and impounded as a dray, the king of Scots 
Whom like a cayriffe (he did leadc to France , 

Filling your Chronicles as rich with praife 
As is the owfe and bottome of the fea 
With funken wrack and (hiplefle treafurie. 

Ford. There is a faying very old and true, 

Ifyou will France win, 

Then with Scctlandfitft begin : 

For once the Eaglc,England being in pray. 

To his vnfurnilh neft the weazel Scot 
Would fuck her egs, playing the moufe in abfcncc of the 
T o fpoy le and hauock more then fhe can eat. (cat: 

Exe. It followes then, the cat nauft flay at home, 

Yet that is but a curft neceflitie. 

Since we haue trappes to catch the petty theeucs: 
Whilfte that the armed hand doth fight abroad 
Theaduifed head controllcs at home : 

For gouernmeht though high or lowe, being put info parts, 
Congruethwitha mutuall confent like muficke. 

2?/. True: therefore doth heauen diuidc the fateofmaia 
in diuersfur^ions. 

Whereto is added as an ay me or but, obedience: 

For fo Hue the honey Becs.creatures that by awe 
Ordainean a£t of order to a peopeld Kingdomc: 

They haue a King and officers of fort, 

Wherefomelike Magiftrates correct at home: 

Others like Marchants venture trade abroad : 

Others like fouldiers armed in their flings, 
Makebootcvpon thefommers veluetbud : 

Which pillage they with mery march bring home 
To the tent royalloftheir Emperour, 

Who bufied in his maieftie, behold 
The finging raafons building roofes of gold : 

The 
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of Henry the fifth. 

Theciuell citizens lading vp the honey. 

The fad eyde Iuftice with his furl y humme, 

Deliuering vp to executors pale .the lazy caning Drone. 
This 1 infer, that 2 O. aftions once a foote. 

May all end in one moment. 

As many Arrowes lofcd fcucrall wayes.flyc to one marker 
As many (euerali wayes mecte in one towne : 

As many frefli ftreames run in one felfe fea: * 

As many lines clofc in the dyall center: 

So may a thoufand attions once a foote, A 

End in one momcnr.and be all well borne without defeat. 
Therefore my Liege to France, 

Diuide your happy England into fourc, 

Of which take you one quarter into France, 

Andyou withalhlball make all Gallia (hake. 

Ifwc with thrice that power left at home. 

Cannot defend our owne doore from the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
The name of poJJicy and hardinefle. 

JiTr. Call in the meflengerfenr fro the Dolphin, 

And by your aydc.ihc noblefinewes of our land, 

France being purs, vycele bring it to our awe. 

Or breake it all in pecces: 

Or clfe like toongjefle routes 

Not worfliipt with a paper Epitaph : 

Enter Thambajfadors from France. 

r °" a ? ? wcll P' c P arcd t0 ^ow the Dolphins plcafurc, 
i J heare your comming is from him. 

Frcehfr^' I j lfafc ? your M aicftic to S iu c vs Icauc 
Fredy to render what wc haue in charfe; 

OrlhaH Ifpanng^ (bewafarre off, 
heDoJphms pleafureand our EmbaiTage ? 

ToS. ar r Cn0 ChriftianKing, 

1 o whom ourfpint isasfubjcft, °* 

s arcom wretches fettered ip our prifonsc - 

There- 
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T he Chronicle Hi ft or ie 

Therefore freely and with vncurbcdboldnelle y- ii 

Tell vs the Dolphins mind e, 

Ambaf. Th errthis in fihe the Dolphin faith. 

Whereas you claymc certairic T ovvnes in Erance t 
From your prcdcccftorking Edward the third. 

This heretnrnes. 

He faith, thercs nought in France that can be with a nimble 
Galliard wonne: you cannot reucl into Dukedom esthetes 
T hcrefore he fendeth meeter for your ftudy. 

This tunne of treafure : and in lieu of this, 

D efircs to let the Dukcdomcs that you craue 

Hcarc no more from you : This the Dolphin faith. 

King. What treafure VhcIcJ 
Exe. Tennis balles my Liege. 

King. We are glad the Dolphin is fo plcafantwithvs, 
Your meflage and his prefenr we accept : 

When we haue matched our rackets to thefe ballcs. 

We will by Gods grace p'ay fuch a fer. 

Shall ftrikc his fathers crowne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 

That all the Courrsof trance i haft be difturbd with chafes. 
And v\'C vnderftand him well, ho w he comes ore vs 
With our wilder dayes,not mqafuring what vfe we made 
of them. 

We neuer valued this poore fcate of England. *V ’ ; 

And therefore gauc our felucs to barbarous licencet 
As tis common feene that men are merrieft which they are 
fromhomc. 

Buetcll the Dolphin vvc will kecpc our ftate. 

Be like a King, mightic and commaund, 

When we do fo wfe vs in fh rori e-,of France : 

Forrhis haue we laid by. oUr Maieftie 
And plodded hde a man for working dayes. 

But we will rifcthcre with fofdji of glory. 
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of Henry thefft. 

And his fo«le /ball fit fore charged for the waftful! 

(vengeance 

That fiiallflye from them. For this his mocke 
Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands. 
Mocke mothers from their fonne$,mockc Caftles downe f 
I fome are yet vngotten and vnborne. 

That lhall haue caufe to curfc the Dolphins fcome. 

But this lyes all within the will of God, to whom we doo 

(appeale, 

And in whofe name tel you the Dolphin we are coming on 
To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a rightfull caufe : fo get y ou hence, and tell your Prince, 
His left will fauour but of fhaltow wit. 

When thoufands wccpe,morc then did laugh at it. 

Conuey them with (afe conduit : fee them hence. 

Exe. This wa*a merry meflage. 

King. We hope to make the fender blufh at it : 
Therfore let our colleltio for the wars be foone prouided: 
For God bcfore,wccU check the Dolphin at his fathers 

(door& 

Therefore let cuery man now taskc his thought. 

That this faire altion may on foote be brought. 

Exeunt mnes^ 



Enter Him and Bardolfe. 

( ®»r. Godmorrow Corporall Nim, 

Nim. Godmorrow Licftenanc Bardolfe. 

® 4r j What is antient PifiottsAA thee friends yet f 
f j^*** ^ cannot tell, things mud be as they may: 

I dare not fight,but I will winke and hold out mine lron : 
« is a fimple one, but what tho 5 it will ferue to tofte chcefe, 
Andie will endure cold as an other mans fwoid will, 
Andtheres the humor of if. 



Bar. Yfaith nuftreffe quickly did thee great wrong, 
worthouweartttoth plight to her. 
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The Chrmclt HtTferie 

Nim. I muft do as I may, tho patience be a tyred mire'* 
Yet ffieel plod, and feme fay kniucs haue edges. 

And menmayfleepeand haue their throtes about them 
At that time, and there is the humour of it. 

Bar. Come y faith, lie beftow a breakfaft to make PifioU 
And thee friendcs.What a plague ffiould wc carric kniues 
To cutourownethroates. 

Mw.Yfaith lie hue as long as I may.thars the certaine ofit 
And when I casnot liue any longer, He do as I may. 

And thercs my reft, and thcrandcuousof it. 

Enter Piftoll and Hofits Quickly this wife. 

Bar. Godmorrow ancient r PtSloll. 

Here comes ancient Pitt oil, I prithee Ntm be quiet. 

Nim. Hovv do you my Hofti i 
Pitt. Bafe flauc, called thou me hofte? 

Now by gads lugges I fweare,! fcorne the title,. 

Nor fhall my Nell kcepe lodging. 

Hof. Noby my troathnof I,. 

For we canot bed nor boord half a fcore honcftgetlewomt 
That liue honeftly by the prick of their needle, 

But it is thought ftraight we kcepe a bawdy-houfc, 

0 Lord heeies Corporall Nims.now fhall 

We haue wilful adultry and murthcr committed : 

Good Corporall Nim fhew the valour of a man, 

And put vp your fword. 

Ntm. Pufli. 

Tift. Whatdoft thou puftuhou prickcard cur of Ifelanck 
Ntm, Wil 1 you fliog offVl would haue you folus* 

PM. Solus egregious dog, that folus in thy throte, 

And in thy lungs, and which isworfc,within 
Thy meffull mouth, I do retort that folus in thy 
Bowels, and in thy Iavv,perdie: fori can talkc. 

And Pittolls ftafhing firy cock is vp. 

Nim. I am not Bar hafom, you cannot coniurc me : 

1 haue anhumour P ittollxo knock you indifferently well, 
And you fall foule with m t Pstto//, He fcoure you with ttif 
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rf Henry tbefift. 

papier in Aire tertncs.lfyou will walke offalittlf c 
lleprickyour guts a lirle in good termes. 

And thcres the humour ofit. 

Ptft. O braggard vile, and damned furious wight. 

The Graue doth gape, and groaning 
Death is neare, therefore exall. 

Thy dr awe. 

Bar. Heare me, he that ftrikes the firft blow, 
Ilekillhim,as I am afouldier. 

Pitt. An oath of mickle might, and fury fhall abate. 

Nm. II e cut your throat at one time or an other infaire 
Andthercsthehumorofit, (termes, 

Pitt. Couple gorge is the word.I thee defie agen : 

A damned hound .thinkft thou my fpoufe to gctJ 
No, to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch forth the lazarkite ofCrefidcskinde, 

Doll T ear-fticetc, fhe by name, and her elpowfe 
i haue, and I will hold, the quaridoin quickly. 

For the oncly fhe and Paco, there it is inough. 

Enter the Boy, 

Boy. Hoftesyou muftcome ftraight to my maifter, 

And you Hoft Pittoll. Good Bardolfe 

Put thy nofc betweene thcfficctcs.and do the office of a 

(warming pan. 

Holt. By my troath hccle yeeld thecrow a pudding one 

ti * • 1 t a (ofthefedayes* 

He go to him, husband youle come? 

Corae PiTtoll be friends, 
prithee be friends>and if thou wile not be 
Enemies with metoo» 

I Oul haue my eight (hillings I woon of you at beating? 
Ptfi. Bale is the flauc that pay es. 

now ^ ^ iauc > an< i thcres the humor ofit. 
PJt. As manhood (hall compound. They draw. 

1, S ,* K " e tl,at ftrikes thc blow, 

lie kill him by this fword. 

Sword is an oath, and oathesmuft haue their coutfe* 

B 1 Nim a 
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The Chronicle HUtorie 

Kim. I fhalf haue my eight (hillings I wonne ofyos tl 
beating? 

c Pift» A noble (halt thou haae, and readiepay. 

And liquor likewife will I giuctothee, 

And fncndfhip (hall combind and brotherhood % . 
lie liue by Nim as Nim {hall liue by me .* 

Is not this iufl ? for I {hall Sutler be 
Vnto the Campe,and profit will occrue. 

Kim. I {hall haue my noblc. ? 

Ptfi, In cafh moll truly paid. 

Km, Why thercs the humour of it. 

Enter Hofits. 

Hoflest As euer you came of men come in. 

Sir Iohn poorc foulc isfo troubled 

With a burning talhan contigian feuer,tis wonderful!. 

Pift. Let vs condoil the knight : for lamkins we will liue, 

Exeunt mnet. 

Enter Exeter aniGiofttr. 

C/^ 1 ?. Before-God my Lord, his Grace is too bold to trull 
thefe traytors. 

Exe. They flialbe apprehended by and by. 

GloEl: I but the man that was his bedfellow 
■Whom he hath cloyed and graced with princely fanouts - 
That he (hould fqr a forraine pur ft, to fell 
His Soucraignes life to death and trechery. 

Exe. O the Lord oftJHaJsham. 

Enter the King an A three Leris. 

+ 

King. Now firs the windcs faire,and we wilaboord^ 

My Lord of Cambridge , and my Lord of Mafsham, 

And you my gentle Knight, giuc me your thoughts, 
Doyou notthinke the power we bcarc with vs, 

W dl make vs conquerors in the field of France ? 

<M*fia, No doubt my Liegc,if each man do his beft. 

Cam , NctfCC- 






ofHenrytheffi. 

Nener was Monarch better feared and lotted then 
isyourmaiefUe. t 

Gray, Euenthofc that were your fathers enemies 
Haue lteeped their galles in honey for your fake. 

jCmgk Wc therefore hatie great caufe of thaakfulaeiif* 
And lhallforget the office of our hands : 

Sooner then reward and merit. 

According to their caufe and worthinefie. 

Mafia. So fcruice (hall with fteeled fmewes (bine, 

And labour (hall refrelh it felfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceflant feruice. 

King. Vnclc of (farmer, enlarge the man 
Committed ycfterday,that rayledagainft ourperfon. 

We confidcr it was the heatc of wine that fet him on. 

And on his more aduicc we pardon him. 

Mafia. That is mercic, but too much (ecuritie : 

Let him bee punifht Soueraigne , leaft the example of 

(hinv 

Breed more of fuch a kinde. 

King. O let vs yet be mercifull. 

Cam. So may your highnefle, and punifh too. 

(gray. You fliew great mercie ifyou giue him lifej 
After the tafle of his corre&ion. 

King, Alas your too much care and loue of me 
Are heauy orifons gainft the poore wretch, 

If litlc faults proceeding on diftemper {hould not bee 

(winked at. 

How {hould weftrctch our eye, when capitall crimes. 
Chewed, fwallowcd and difgcfted,appearc before vs s 
Well yet enlarge the man, tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their dearc loues, and tender preferuationofour ftate, 
Would haue him punilht. 

Now to our French caufes. * 

Who arc the late Commiffioners f 
Cam. MconcmyLord, your highneflfe badme aske foe 
ittoday, 

B Mafia, So 
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T he Chrentclc ffiJfme 

Mafl}, So did you me my Soueraigne. 

Craj. And me my Lord. 

King. Then Richard Earleof (Cambridge there IS yovni 
There is you* my Lord of Mafham, 

Au&JxTkomM Gray knight of Nerthnmberbtnd,t hit fame j g 
Read them,and know we know your wonhinefle. (voursr 
Vncklc Exeter I will aboord to night. 

Why how now Gentlemen) why change you colour) 

What feeyouin thofe papers 

That hath fo chafed your blood out ofapparancei 

Cam, I do confclle n»y faulr,and do fubmit me 
To your highnertc tnercie. 

Mnjb. T o which we all appealc. 

Ktng, The mercy which was quit in vs but late* 

By your owne reafons is foreftald and done.* 

You muft not dare for fhame to aske for mercy, 

For your owne conference. turne vpon your bofotucf, 

As dogs vpon their maifters worrying then*. 

See you my P rinces,and my noble Pecres, 

Thefe English raonfters : 

My Lord of Cambridge here. 

You know how apt we were to grace him. 

In all things belonging to his honour: 

And this vilde man hath for a fewe light crownes, 

Lightly confpired and fworne vnro the pra&ifes of Frattttl 
To kill vs here in Hampton.T ox.\\e which. 

This knight no lefle in bountie bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is,haah likewife fworne. 

But oh w hat fba! 1 1 fay to thee falfe man. 

Thou cruell ingratcfull and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft hcarc the key of all my counfcll, 

That knewft the very fccrets of my heart, 

That almoft mighteft a coyned me into gold, 

Wouldeft thou a pra&ifdc on me for thy vfe: 

Can it bepoffible that out of thee 
Should proceed one Iparkc that might annoy my finger^ 



dfftenrythefift. 

X>s fo’ft rangCjtbat tho rhe truth doth fhowe as grofe 
As black fiom whire.mine eye wil fcarcely fee it. 

Their faults are open, arreft them to the anfwer of thelaw*fc 
And God acquit them of their pra&ifcs. 

Exe. I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Xichard, Earle of Cambridge. 

I areft thee of high treafon. 

By the nemeof Henry, Lord of Maflam. 

I areft thee of high treafon, 

By the name of Thomat ^ntyjcnight of Northumberland* 
Map]. Our purpofes God iuftly hath difeouered. 

And I repent my fault more then my death. 

Which 1 befeech your maieftie forgiue, 

A! tho my body pay the price of it. 

King. God quit you in his mercy. Heare your fcntcnce. 
You haue confpired againft our royall perfon, 

Ioyncd with an enemy prodaimedand fix^d. 

And froJiis coffers receiued the golden earned of our death 
T ouching our perfon we feeke no redrefle. 

But we our kingdomes fafetie muft fo tender 
Whofcruine you haue fought. 

That to our lawes we do dcliuer you* (death. 

Get ye therefore hencetpooretniferablc creatures to your 
The tafte whereof, God in his mercy giue you (amifle: 

Patience to endure,and true repentance of all your deeds 
Bcarc them hence. 

Exit three Lerds. 

Now Lords to France. The enterprife whereof 
Shall be toyou as vs,fucccffiuely« 

Since God cut oflfthis dangerous treafon lurking in our way 
Chcerly to fee, the Ogncs of war aduance: 

No Kiagof England Jfnot J£ing of France. 

Exitomnej. 
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The Chronkle HtHorie 

Enter Nim,Piflo//,Bardo^e,HoJlet‘anda Btf, 

Htojl, I prethy fwcetc heart, let me bring chcc fofantM 

{Sutitt, 

Pijl* No fur.no fur. 

Bar. Well fir Iohn is gone.Godbe with him. 

Hojl.1, he is in drtbors bofom.ifeuer any were : 

He went away as if it were a cryfombd childe. 

Bet wcene twelue and one, 
lull at turning ofthe tide: 

His nofe was as fiiarpeas a pen : 

For when I faw him fumble with the' Iheetes, 

And talk of flour es, and ftnile rpd his fingers ends 
I knew there was no way but one. 

How now fir Iohn quoth 1? 

And he crye'd tnrcetimes,GodjGod,God, 

Now I to comfotr him, bad him not think ofGod, 

I hope there was no fiich need. 

Then he bad me pur more cloathes at his feete: 

And I felt to them, and they wercas cold as any done? 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any none.' 

And fo vpward,and vpward.and all was as cold as any lion* 
Nim, They fay he aide out on Sack. 

Haft. I that he did. 

Boy. And of women. 

Hoff. No that he did not. 

Boy. Yes that he didrand hefed they were diuels inettnit, 
Hojl, Indeed carnation was a colour heneuer loued. 
Nim. ‘Well he di d cry out on women. 

Hojl. Indeed he did in fome fort handle women, 

But thenhewasrutnaticke, and talkt ofthe whore of 

(Babylon* 

. Boy, Holies do you remember he faw a Flea (land 
Vpon Bardolfes Nofe, and fed it was a black foule 
Burning in hell fire^ 



fr 






if Henry thejlft. 

<% 4r , W«H> God be with him, 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruicCo 

Nim. Shall we (hog off* 

The king wd be gone from Southampton. 

Pijl. Cieare vp thy criftalles, 

Looke to my chattels and my moueables. 

Trull nonetthe word is pitch and pay: 

Mens words are wafer cakes, 

And holdraftis the only dog my draw. 
Therefore co phetua be thy counsellor. 

Touch her loft lips and parr. 

Bar. Farewell holies. 

Nim. I cannot kissandtheres the humor of it. 
But adieu. 

Pitt. Keepe fall thy buggleboe, 

Sxdomntt, 

Enter King c/Trance f Bourbon> Dolphin, 
and others. 

King. Now you Lords of Orleance, 

Of Bourbon, and of Berry, 

You fee (he King of England is not flack. 

For he is footed on this land alreadie. 

Dolphin. My gratioU' Lord, tis meet wc all goe 



And arme Vs anainfl the foe: 



(foorth, 



And View the weak & fickly parts of France: 

But let vs do it with no Ihow of feare, 

No with no more, then if we hca> d 
England « ere bulled with a Moris dance. 

Fot my good Lord, file is fo idely kingd, 

Her Icepter fo fantalhcally borne. 

So guided by a lhallow humorous youth, 

T hat teare atten Is her not. 

Con, O peace Prince Dolphin ; you dccciue your felfe, 

C Queftsoa 
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The Chromde HHtork 

Queftton your grace the late Embaflador, 

With what regard he heard hisErobaflage, 

How well fupplied with aged Counftllours, 

And how his refolution andfwered him. 

You then would fay that Harry was not wildc* 

King, Well tfiinke we Harry ftrong : 

And ftrongly arroe vs to prevent the foe. 

Con, My Lord here is an Embaflador 
From the King of England. 

Kin, Bid him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly followed Lords. 

Do l. My gracious father, cut vp this Englifh fhortj 
Sclfeloue my Liege is not fo vilea thing. 

As fclfc neglcfhng, 

Enter Exeter . 

King. From our brother England? 

Exe, From him,and thus he greets your Maieftict • 
He wilsyouin the namcofGod Almightie, 

That you deueft your felfe and lay apart 
That borrowed ty tle.whicli by gift ofheauen, 

Of lawe of nature, ah d of nations, longs 
T o him and to his taires, namely the crowne 
And al! wide flretched titles that belongs 
V nto the Crowne of France, that you may know 
Tis no finifter,nor no awkeward claime, 

Pickt from the worm .holes of old vaniiht dayes, 

Nor from the duff of old obliuion racktc, 

He fends you thefe moft memorable lynes, 

Ineuery branch truly demonftrated: 

Willing you ouerlooke this pedigree. 

And when you finde him eucnly dcriued 
From his moft famed and famous anceftors, 

Edwark the third, he bids youthen refigne 
Your crowne and kingdome, indirefUy held 
From him, the natiucand true challenger. 

Km# 
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King, If not, what folio wes? 

Exe. Bloody coftraint.for if you hide the crow® 

£uen in your hearts, there will he rake for it: 

Therefore in fierce tempeft is he comroing. 

In thunder, and in earthquake, like a lone. 

That if requiring faile,he will compell it: 

And on your heads turtles he the widowes te ares, 
TheOrphanescries,fhedead mens bones. 

The pining maydens gr ones. 

For husbands, fathers, and diftrefted Iouers, 

Which fhall be fwallowed in this controuerfie. 

This is his daime,hi$ threatning,and my meflage, 

Vnles the Dolphin be in prefence here, 

To whom exprefly we bring greeting too. 

Do/. For the Dolphin ? I ftand here for him. 

What to heare from England. 

Exe. Scorn St defiance, flight regard, contempt, 

And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mightic fender, doth he prife you at: 

Thus faith my king. Vnles your fathers highnefTe 
Sweeten the bitter tnocke you fent bis Maicftic, 

Heele call you to fo loud an anfwere for it, 

That caues and vvombely vaultes of France 
Shall chide your trefpafte, and return your mock, 

In fecond accent of h» ordcnance. 

Dot. Say that my father render faire reply, 

Itisagainft mywill: 

For I defire nothing fo much. 

As oddes with England. 

A nd for that caufe according to his youth 
I did prefent him with thofe Parit balles. 

Exe. Heele make your Pari* Louer ftiake for if, 

Wcte it the miftreffc Court of mightie Europe, 

And be allured, youlc finde a difference 
A J we his fubic&s haue in wonder found C 

C 2 Between® 
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Betweene his yonger dayes aad thefe he matters now* 
Now he wayes time cuen te the lattft grainc, 

W hich you fhall findc in yoor owne lottcs 
Ifhe flay in France. 

A mg. Well for vs.you ftiall refurae our anfwcrebaefc 
To our brother England. 

Enter Nim,Bardolfe,Piftol mntS ' 

Nim. Before God here is hote fcruice. 

Tis hot indeed, bio wes go and come, 

Gods vaflals drop and die. 

Nim. T is honor, and thercs the humor of it. 

Boy* Would I were in London: 

Ide giue all my honor for a por of A lc. 

Ptfi. And I. If wifhes would preuaile, 

I would not, flay, but thither would I hie. 

Enter Fie tvelfen and beates them m. 

F/ew. Godesptudvp to the breaches 

You rafeals, will you nor vpto the breaches i 
Nim. Abate thy rage fwcete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

^7' Well I would I were once from them; 

They would haue meas familiar 

With mens pockets, as their gloucs, and their 

Handkcrchets, they will fteale aoy thing. 

Tardo/fettolc* Lute cafe,carryed it three mile. 

And fold it for three hapcnce. 

Nim ftolc a fier /houell. 

3 knew by that,they meant to carry coales: 

Well, if they will not leauc me, 

I mcane to leauc them. 

Exit Nim,Bardolfe,PiftoH,<»»d the Boy t 
Enter Gower. 

Gower, Gaptain / F/r»e/*# J y 0 n mutt comeftrait 
To the Mines, to the Duke o {g/ofier. 




tfffenrytk’fft. 

Tien. Looke you.tell the Duke it is not lb good 
To come to the mines : the concuaucties is otherwif* 
You may difcuflc to the Duke, the enemy is digd 
Himfelfc fine yardes vndir the countermines : 
gy Itfm I thioke heele blowe vp all 
If thereto no better di reft ion- 

Enter the King and hie Lor is alarum. 

King. Howyetrefolues the Gouernour of the Towne f 
This ii the latcft parley weele admit t 
Therefore to our beft mercie giue your lcluet. 

Or like to men proud of deftruftion,defie vs to our wont. 
For as I am afouldier,a name that in uay thoughts 
Becomes me beft, if we begin the batterv once againc 
I will not leaue the halfc atchicued Harflcw, 

Till in her afhesfhebe buried. 

The gates of mercie are all fhut vp. 

What fay you, will you yeeld and this auoyd. 

Or guiltie in defence be thus deftroydi 

Enter Gtuerneur. 

Goner. Our expectation hath this day an end s 
The Dolphin whom of fuccour we entreated, 

Returnes vs word, his powers arc not yet ready* 

T o raife fo great a fiege •• therefore dread King* 

We yeeld our towne and liues to thy fbft mercie s 
Enter onr gatcs,difpofe of vs and ours, 

Fo*we no longar are defenfluc now. 

Enter Katherine, Allice* 

Kate. Allice venccia,vous aues cates en, 

V ou parte fort bon Angloys englatara. 

Coman fac paila vou la main en francoy* 

Cj 



Mue. 
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Alhce. La main madam de han. 

Kate. E da bras. 

eAllice. Dearma madam. 

Kate. Le main da han la bras de arma. 

AUice. Owye madam. 

Kate. E Coman fa pelU vo w la menton a la coll. 

AUice. Deneck,cdecin, madam. 

Kate. Edeneck,edecin,e decode. 

AUice. De cudie ma foy Ie obIyc,mais Ie rcmembre, 

Le tude,o de elbo madam. i 

Kate. Ecowte 1 e reherfera,towt cella que Iacapoaodrt, 
De han, de arma, de neck, du cin,c de bilbo. 

esiUke. De elbo madam. 

Kate. O Jcfu,Iea obloy c ma foy,ecoute Ie recontcra 
De han, de arma, de neck, de cin,e de ctbo,e ca bon. 

AUice. Ma foy madam, vow parla au fe bon Angloys 
Afic vous aues ectue en Englarara. 

Kate. Par la grace de deu an petrie canes, leparle milleur 
Coman fe pella vou le peid e le robe. 

AUice. Le foot, ele con. 

Kate. Le fot, c le con,o Iefu ' Ie ne vew poind parle, 

Sie plus deuant le che cbcualircs de franca. 

Pur one million ma foy* 

esillice, Madam,dc foote, e le con. 

Kate. O et ill aufie,ecowte Allice,dc han,dc arma, 
Deneck,dccin,le foote, e decon. 

•Alike. Cet fort bon madam. 

Kate. Alouesadiner. 

Exit matt. 



Enter Kingof France Lord ConflakUjtht Defybiit, 
and Burbon. 

King. Tis certaine he is pad the Riucr Some* 

Ctn. Merdcu ma via : bhalla fc w fprancs of vs, # 
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$f /ferny the jift. 

The emptying of our fathers luxerie. 

Outgrow their grafters. 

Bur. Normanes.baftcrd Normanes,mor du 
And if they pafle vnfoughtwithall. 

He fell my Dukedome for a foggy farme 
In that fhort nooke lleof England. 

Confl. Why whence haue they this mettall ? 

Is not their dymatc raw, foggy and coldc. 

On whom as in difdainc,the Sunne lookes pale ! 

Can barley broath,a drench for fwolne lades 
Their fodden water dccockt fuch liuely blood? 

And /hall our quick blood fpirited with wine 
Secmc frody i O for honour of our names. 

Let vs not hang like frozen Ticcficklcs 

Vpon our houfes tops, while they a more frofty clytnate 

Svyeate drops ofyouthfull blood. 

King. Conftable difpatch,fend Montioy forth, 

T 0 know what willing raunfbme he will giue i 
SotmcDo/phin you /hall day in %one with me* 

Del, Not fo I do befeech your Maieftie. 

King. Well, I fay it flialbe fo. 

Exeunt omntt. 

Enter C ower. 

§«. How now Captain F/ewetlen , come you fro tbe bridge* 
Flew. By Icfus thers excellet feruicc comittedaty bridge. 
Goar. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe* 

Flew. The duke of Exeter ha ma whom I loue,«3c I honor, 
And 1 worfhip,with my foulc,and my heart, and my life. 
And my lands and my linings. 

And my vttermod powers. 

The Duke is looke you, 

God be praifed and pleafed for it.no harme in the worell. 
He is maintain the bridge very gallently: there is an Enfigne 

There,i 
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Betweene his yonger dayes and thefe he muftors now* 
Now he wayes time cuen to the lattft grainc. 

Which you fhall findc in your owne Ioffes 
If he ft ay in France. 

A mg. Well for vs.you (hall returae our anfwcre baeke 
To our brother England. 

Enter Nim,Bardolfc,Piftol I.Boy ***'’ 

EEm. Before God here is hote fcruice. 

Tis hot indeed, bio wes go and come, 

Gods vaffals drop and die. 

Ntm. T is honor, and theres the humor of it. 

B°y* Would I were in London: 

Ide giue all my honor for a pot of Ale. 

Ptfl. And I. If wifhes would preuaile, 

I would not, ftay,but thither would I hie. 

Enter FJctvelfcn and beates them hf. 

Fie*. Godespludvp to the breaches 

You rafeals, will you nor vpto the breaches i 
iVww. Abate thy rage fwcete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

i would I were once from them; 

They would haue meas familiar 
With mens pockets, as their gloues,and their 
Handkcrchcrs, they will fteale aoy thin*. 
W.feftoleaLute cafe,carryed it three mile. 

And told it for three hapence. 

Nim ftole a Her fhouell. 

I knew by that,they meant to carry coales: 

Well, if they will not leauc me, 

Inicane to leauc them. 

Exit Niin,Bardolfe,Piftoll,W the Bey. 
EnterGowci. 

Cjower. Gaptain/'/*»e/&# J y 0 ii mud comeftrait 
To the Mines, to the Duke oiqiofter. 

Look* 



tfffettry thefift. 

Vlett. Looke you, tell the Duke it is not fo good 
To come to the mines : theconcuaucties is otherwif* 
You may difcufle to the Duke, the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe fiue yardes vndt r the countermines : 

By lefts* I thioke hecle bio we vp all 
If thercbe no better dire&ion- 

Enter the Kmgandhu Loris alarum. 

King. Howyetrefolues the Gouernour of the Towne ? 
This is the latcft parley weele admit : 

Therefore to out beft mercie giue your fcluet. 

Or like to men proud of deftruft ion,defie vs to our wont. 
For as I am afouldier,a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft, if we begin the battery once againc 
I will not leaue the halfe atchicued Harflcw, 

Till in her afhesfhebe buried. 

The gates of mercie are all fhut vp. 

What fay you, will you yeeld and this auoyd. 

Or guiltic in defence be thus deftroydi 

inter G t Her nonr. 

Goner. Our cxpe&ation hath thisAay an end s 
The Dolphin whom of fuccour we entreated, 

Returnes vs word,his powers arc not yet ready* 

T o raife fo great a fiege •• therefore dread King* 

We yeeld our towne and liues to thy fbft mercie f 
Enter our gatcs,dilpofe of vs and ours, 

Fofcwe no longer are defcnftuc now. 

Enter Katherine, Allice* 

Kate. Alltce venecia ,vous aues cates en, 

V ou parte fort bon Angloys cnglatata. 

Coman fae pall* vou la main en francov* 

C % 
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Will do among the foming bottles and alewaflit wit* 

Is wonderfull to be thought on : but you muft learnc 
To know fuch (launders of this age, 

Or clfc you maymaruelloufly be roiftooke, , 1. 

Flew. Certain captain Cjewer,\t is not the rnan,lookeyofy 
That 1 did take him to be; but when time (hall ferae, 

I (hall tell him a litle of my dcflres : here comes his Maieftie. 
Fnter ^t*g>Clarence,Glofter and others. 

King . How now F/«W/«t,come you from the bridge* 
Flew. I and it (hall pleafe your Maieftie, 

There is excellent feruicc at the bridge. 

King. What men hauc youloft FUwellen ? 

Flew. And it (hall pleafe your Maieftie, 

The partition of the aduerfarie hath bene great. 

Very reafonably grcat:but for our own parts, like you now, 
I thinkewc haue loft ncueraman,vnlcffeit bcone 
For robbing of a church, one Bardolfe, if your Maieftie 
Know the man.his face is full of whclkes and knubs. 

And pumples,and his breath blowes at his nofe 
Like a cole.fometimes red,fometimes plew: 

But god be praifed,now his no(c is executed, & his fire onf> 
King. We would hauc all offenderi fo cut off. 

And we here giuc expreffe commaundment, 

That there be nothing taken from the villages but paid for, 
None of the French abufed,. 

Or abraided with difdainfull language: 

For when cruelty and lenitie play for a Kingdomc, 

The gentleft garaefter is the fooner winner. 

Enter French Herauld. 

Hera. You know me by my habit. ■ • 

j^i.Wcll the, we know thee,what (huld we know of thee? 
Hera. My maifters raindc. ' 

King. Vnfold it. 

Heral. Go thee vnto Harry ot England, mi tell hint, 

Aduanta&c is a better (ouldier then raftweffc s 

° Altho 



ef Henry the fift. 

Althowedid feemcdeadjWe did but (lumber. 

Now we fpeake vpon our kue, and our voyce is imperial!, 
England (hall repen t her folly : fee her raftineffe. 

And admire our fufferance.Whichto raunfome. 

His pettineffe would bow vnder: 

For the effufion of our blood, his army is too weaker 
For the dilgracc we haue borne, himfelfe 
Kneeling at our feete,a weake and wor thl e(Te fatiffaftion. 
To thisjadde defy ance. So much from the king my raaifter. 
King. What is thy name? we know thy qualitie- 
Herald, Montioy. ‘ 

King. Thou doft thy office faire.returne theebacke, 
And tell thy King, I do not feeke him now : 

But could be well content, without im peach. 

To march on to Callis for to fay the footh, 

Though ris no wifdomc to ccfaifeffe fo much 
Vnto an enemie of craft and vantage. 

My fouldicrs are with ficknefle much infeebled. 

My Army le(Ibned,and thofe fewe I haue, 

A lmoft no better then fo many French : 

Who when they were in heart,! tell thee Herauld, 

I thought vpon one paire of Enghflileggcs, 

Did march three French mens. •' 

Yet forgiue me God, that I do bragthus : 

This your heire ofFrancehath blowrie this viceinrac. 

1 mult repent, go tell thy maifter here lam. 

My raunfome is this frayle and worthledl- body, 

% Army buta weake-andfickly guarde. 

Yet God bcfore.We will come on, r 

If France an d fuch an other neighbour flood in our way S 

If we may paffc.we will: if we be hindered, 

W c dial your tawny ground with your red blood difcolour 
voAfontioy get you gone, there is for yoiir pairfctf; 
a he fum of all our anfwere is but this, r 

Wc would norfeckea battle as we are - 

> D 2 Not 
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^oras we are, we fay we will not fbtin it, 

Herautd. I flull deliucr foi thanks toyoOrMaicftu. 
Glof, My Liege, I hope they will not come. vponvsnc 
King, We are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs: 

To night we will encampe beyond the bridge, 

And on to morrow bid them march away. 

£#t«-Burbon,Conftable,Orlcance,Geboai 
Conft, Tut I haue the beft armour in the world, 
Orleance. You haue an excellent armour, . . i i : 

But let my horfe-hauc his due. a „ .ysu 

Burbon. Now you talkc of a horfe, l haue a fteed like the 
Palfrey of the fun. nothing but pure ayre and fire. 

And hath none ofthis dull eleiBcneof earth within him. 
Orleance. Hc.is of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

"Bur. And of the heater the Ginger. 

Turne all the fands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument f^r them all : 

I once writ a Sonnet in the praile of my horfe, 

And began thus. Wonder of nature. 

Con. 1 haue heard a Sonnet begin fo. 

In the praife of opes MLiftreffe. 

Burb, Why then did they immitate that 
Which I writ in praife of my horfe. 

For my horfe is my miftrefle. 

C on. Ma |oy the other day, me thought > 

Your miftrefle fhooke you fhrewdly. 

Bur. I bearing me. 1 tell thee LprdCariftable^ 

My miftrefle wcares her owne haire. 

Con. Icould make as goodaboaftof that? i 
If I had had a fow to my miftrefle. 1 

Bur. T ut thou wilt make vfe of any thing. 

Con.Y et 1 do not vfe my horfe for my miftrefle. 

Bur. WiU^ neuer be rooming 3 
He ride too morrow a mile, ; - v-v/s wolir io 
And my way fhalbe paued withEngliftifecefc' ! ■ 



By 
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Con . By nay fahh fo will not I, 

Forfcare I be outfaced of my way. 

Bur. Well ile e,° arnae my felte.hay. 

Ctbtn. The Duke of Burbon longs for morning 
Qr I he longs to eate the Engltui, 
r*n. 1 thinkc hcele eate all he killes, 

Orlt. O peace, ill will neuerfaid well. 

Con, lie cap that prouerbe. 

With there is flattery in ftiendfhip* 

Or, O fir,I can anfwere that. 

With giue the diuel his due. 

Coni Haue at thecy c of that prouerbe, 

Withalogge of the diuel. 

Or. Well the Duke oiBurben.is hmply* 

The moft aftiue Gentleman of France* 

Con, Doinghis aftiuitie,and heele fill be doing. 

Or. He neuer did hurt as I heard off. 

Con, No I warrant you, nor neuer will. 

Or, 1 hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

(on. I was told fo by onethat knows him better thcyoie 
Or, Whofethat? 

Con. Why he told me fo himfelfc; 

And faid he cared not who knew it, • 

Or. Well who will go with me to hazard. 

For a hundred Englifh prifoners i 
(on. You muft go to hazard y our felfe. 

Before you haue them. 

Enter aMt finger. 

tMefi My Lords, the Englilh lye wtthifta hundred 
Paces of your Tent. 

Con. Who hath meafured the ground ? 

Meff, T heLord. G ranpeere, . 

Con. A valiant mam, a. ansexpert Gentleman. 

Gome, come away: ><’■ 

The Sun ishic^indwe wcarcouttheday. Exitomnet, ■ ' 

D 3 Enter' 
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Enter the King difguifedjto him Piftoll. 

Pi ft. Kevelaf 
King, A friend. 

Pift. Difcus vnto me, art thou Gentleman# 

Or art thou common, bafe,and pbpcler * 

King. No fir, I am a Gentleman of a Company. 

Pifi, Trailcs thou the puiflant pike? 

King, Eucnio fir, What are you? /-• 

Ptft, As good a gentleman as the Eroperour. 

King. O then thou art better then the King? 

Pifi, The kings a bago,and ahart of gold. 

Pift. Aladoflife,animpeoffame: 

Of parents good, of fill raoft valiant: 

Ikishisduttie fiioe:and from my hart firings 
I loue the loucly bully. What is thy name ? i, 

King, Hrir^leRoy. 

Pift, LeRoy,a Corniflimant 
Art thou of Corniih crew? ^ ;i 

Kin. No fir, lam a Wealchman. 

Pift, A Wealchman:knowft thouFfeweHett? 

Kin. I fir, he is my kinfman. . 

Pift, Artthou his friend? 

Kin. I fir. . ' .o; . V 

Pifi, Figa for thee then : my nameis Tiftolt, 

K in. It forts well with your ficrccneflc.. 

Pift, P</7<?//ismy name. 

AritPiSolI. 

Enter Cjower and F lew e lien, 

Cjour, Capfaine Flcwellcn. 

Flew. In the name of Iefu fpcake leaver. 

It is the greateft folly in the worcll, whcntheauncieot 
Prcrogatiues of the wanes be not kept. 

I warrant you,if you lookc into the warres of the Romanes* 
You ihall finds notittle tattle, nor bible bablc there.* 




offfenrflhcfifi. 

But you fball finds the cares, and the feares. 

And the ceremonies, to be otherwife. 

Gottr, Why thecacmy is loudryou heard him all night. 
Flew , Godes follud,ifthe enemy be an Afle 5c a Foole, 
And a prating cocks-come,is it meet that we be alfo a foole. 
And a prating cocks-come,in your confidence now?, 

Gour, He fpeake lower. 

Flew, I beicech you do, good Captain e G ower. 

Exit Gower,, and fhwtilen. 
Kin, Tho it appeare a litle out of faihion. 

Yet thercs much care in this. 

Enter three Sonldiert. 

I .Soul. Is not that the morning yonder ? 

2. Soul, I we fee the beginning, 

-God knowes whether we (hall fee the end or no. 

J.S oul, Weill thinke the king could wiih himfclfc <■ 
Vp to the nccke in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would hewere,atalladuentures,andl with him. 
K<». Now mailers god morrow,what chearc? 

3-S.Ifaich fmall cheer fomc of vs is like tohaue. 

Ere this dayende. 

K in. Why fear nothing man,the king is frolike, 

2.S.I he may be,for he hath no fuch caufe as we 
K in. Nay fay not fo,he is a man as we arc. 

The Violet ftnels to him as to vs : 

Therefore if he fee rcafons,he fcares as we do, 

2,S«4 But the king hath a heauy reckoning to make,. 

K his caufe be not good: when all tbofc foules 
Whofe bodies ihall be fiaughtered here. 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day. 

And fay /dyed at fuch a place. Some (wearing: 

Some their wiues rawly left : 

/Some lcauing their children gpore behind them. 

Now 
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Now if his caufc be bad, t think it will be a greeuous matter 

(to hinn 

, King. Why ifo you may fey jif a roan fend his feruant 
As Fa&or into another Countrcy, 

And he by any meanesmifearry. 

You may fay the bufinefle of the nwifttf) 

Was the author of his feruants misfortune# 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any lcaud addon, you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the mailer is not to anfwei e for his feruants. 

The father for his fonne, nor the king for his fubic&s •* 

For they purpofc not their deaths , whe they craue their fer= 
Some there are that hauc the gift of premeditated (uiccs: 

Murder on them: 

Others the broken fealc of Forgery, in beguiling may dens# 
Now if thefc outftrip the lawe. 

Yet they cannot efcape Gods punifhmciit. 

War is Gods Beadel.War is Gods vengeance: 

Euery roans feruice is the kings: 

But euery mans fouleis his owne. 

Therfore I would haue euery fouldicr examine himfclfci 
And wa(h euery moath out of his confcience: 

That in fo doing, he may be the readier for deaths 
Or not dying, why the time was well fpent. 

Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

3. Lord , Yfaith he faies true: 

Euery mans fault on his owne head, 

I would nor haue the king anfwcrefor me. 

Yet I intend to fight luflily for him. 

King. Well, I heard the king, he wold notbe ranloffloe. 
1*L, I he faid fo,to make vs fight: 

But when our throates be cut, he may be ranfomde, 

And weneuerthevvifer. , 

King. Iff hue to fee tliat, Ilcncuer truft lus wordagaine. 






of Henry the f ft. 

5. So/. Mas youlc pay him then.tis a great difpleafure 
That an elder gun, can do againft a cannon, 

Or a fubieft againft a monarke. 

Youlenere take his word again, your a naflc goe. 

King* Your reproofe is fomewhar too bitter.* 

Were it not at this time 1 could be angry. 

2. Sot* Why letit be a quarrellif thou wilt* 

King* How fhall I know thee ? 

2 Sot. Here is my gloue, which if cuer I fee hi thy hat. 

Be challenge thee, and ftrike thee. 

Kin. Here is hkewife another of mine, 

And afliirc thee tie weare it. 

2,Sot. Thou dar’ft as well be hangd. 

3 Sot. Befriends you fooles. 

We haue French quarrels anow irt hands 
We haue no need of Englifh brcylcs. 

Kin * Tis no treafon to cut French crownes,' 

For to morrow the king himfelfe wil be a clipper# 

Exit thefouweru 

Enter the Kinggjiofler, Epingatx^nd 
Cit undents. 

, K. O God of battels fteele my fouldiers ham. 

Take from them now the fence off ekeoning* 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before them. 
May not appall their courage. 

0 not to day, not today 6 God, . 

Thinke on the fault my father made, 

Incompafling the crownc. 

1 %tckards bodie haute interred new. 

And on it hath beftowd more contrite teares, 

Then from it iftucd forced drops of blood: 

A hundred men hauc 1 in y early pay. 
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Which euery day their withered hands hold vp 
To heauen to pardon blood, 

A nd I haue butt rwo chanceries, more will dos 
T ho all that 1 can do,.is all too litle. 

Enter Glofler,. 

Glofl. My Lord. 

King, JVIy brother Gloflersvoyct. 

Glofl. My Lord .the Army flay es vpon your prefence. 
King. Stay Glofler (lay, and 1 will go with thee,' . : ( ; 
The day my friends, a nd allthings (layei fot me. A > 

vw.fh .r’v;_i(j.. h -t 

Enter Clarencc,Glo(lcr, Exeter, and Salisburie. 

War, My Lords the Ff ench are very ftrong. 

Exe, There is flue toone.and yet they all arefre/h. 
War. Of fighting men they haue fulffortie thoufand; ; 
Sal. The oddes is all too great; Farewell kind Lords $ 
Brauc Clarence , and my Lord of Glofler, 

My Lord of Warmcke,and to all farewell. 

Clar. Farewell kind Lord>figbt,valiant1y to day^ : 

And yet in truth, l do thee wrong* 

For thou art made on the rrue fparkes of honour. 

Enter King. / ' y. r '? oo X. 

War. O would we had but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inftant,that doth not wpike in England, 
King. Whole that, that wiflics fo,roy Coufcn W, mrkkj 
Gods will, I would not loofe the honour- ; 5 1 

One man would (hare fromine,;; 5 : ii '1 

Not for my Kingdome. ju; 

No faith my Coufen,wi(h not one man more, 

Rather proclaims it prefently through our campc? 

That he that hath no ftoraaeke to ibis feaft, 

Lee him depart, his pafportfiiall bee dtawne., 

And crownes for conuoy put into his puife, , 



of Henry the ffil 

We would not die in tha t mans company. 

That (cares his fellow (hip to die with vs. 

This day iscallcd the day of Cryfpin, 

He that outlines this day,and fees old age. 

Shall Rand a tiptoe when this day is named, 

And ro* fe him at the name of Cryfpin. 

He that outlines this day ,and comes fafe home, 

Shall yearely on the vygill feaft his friends. 

And fa V, to morrow u S.Cryfpinesday : 

Then (hall we in their flowing bowles 
Be newly remembred. Harry the King, 

Bedford and Exeter , Clarence and Glofler j, 

Warwicl^anA Torke. 

Familiar in their mouthes ashoufhold words* 

This (lory (hall the good roan tell his Tonne, 

And from this day.vntothe gcncralldoome : 

But we in it (hall be remembred. 

We fewe.we happie fcwe,we bond of brothers. 

For he to day that (heads his blood by mine, 

Shalbe my brother : be he ncre fo bale. 

This day (hall gentle his condition. 

Then ftijll he (trip his (leeues, and (hew his sftars, 

And fay.thefc wounds I had on Crifpines day; 

And Gentlemen in Fngland now a bed, 

Shall thinke themfclucs accurlt. 

And hold their manhood cheape. 

While any fpeakr that fought with V$ 

V pon Saint C rifpines day. 

Cjlott. My gracious Lord, 

The French is in the fie!<L 
■Kw.Why all things arc ready.ifour minds be fo. 

War, P< riftnhc man whofe mind is backward now. 
King. Thou deft net s ifti more help fro England coufenl 
War. Gods will ray Liege. would you and I alone. 
Without more hclpe, might fight this battle out. 

£ 2 King. Why 






T he Chronicle Hittoric 

"Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better. 

Then to wifh me one.You know your charge, 

God be with you all. 

Enter the Her aid from the French . 

Herald. Once more I co me to know of thee king Henry, 
Wliat thou wilt giue for raunfomc i 
Kin. Whb hath lent thee now? ’ 

Her. The Conftabie oiFrance. 

Kin. I prethy bcaremy former anfwer backet 
Bid them atchieue me, and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why fhould they mock good fellows 
The man that once did fell the Lions skin, (thus? 

While the beaft liued,was kild with hunting hiiBi 
A many of our bodies fhall no doubt 
Findegraues within your realme of France: 

Tho bm icd in your dunghils, we flialbe famed. 

For there the Sun fhall greete ’.hem, 

And draw vp their honors rcaking vp to beauen, 

Leauing their earthly parts to choke your clyme ? 

The fmel wherof, Hull breed a plague in France % 

Mai kc then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

'That being dead, like to the bullets crafing, 

Breakes forth into a fecond courfc of mifchiefe> 

Killing in relaps ofmortalitie: 

Let me fpcake proudly, 

Ther’s not a peece of feather in our campc. 

Good argument I hope we fHall not flye: 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

Bur by the mas, our hearts are in the trim, 

And my poore (ouldicrs tel me, yet ere night 
Thayle be in frefher robes, or they will plucke 
The gay new cloathes ore your French fouldiers ear es, 

And turnethemout offeruice. If they do this. 

As if it pleafe God they fhall, 

Then fhall our ranfome foone be leuied. _ u 

San? 
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Saue thou thy labour Herauld: 

Come thou no more for ranfom, gentle Herauld; 

They fhall haue nought I fweare, but thefe my bones; 
Whichifthcy haue,as I wil leaueam them. 

Will yeeld them litle, tell the Conftable. 

Her. /fhall deliuerfo* 

Exit Her Quid, 

Yorke. My gracious Lord,vpon my knee / crauc, 

The leading of the vaward. 

Kin. Take it braue T orke. Come fouldiers lets away: 
And as thoupleafeft God,difpofe the day. 

rst 

Enter the foure French Lordt. 



Ce. Odiabcllo. 1 s ' {• 

Confl. Mor dumavie, 

Or, O what a day is this/ 

Bur. O lour dei hqpfp a|U jsgone^ll js loft. 

Con. W e are inough y ct liuing in the field, 

T 0 fmother vp the Englifh, 

If any order might be thought vpon. 

Bur. A plagueotf order,opce more to the field. 

And heihat will not follow Burfonxiovi, , 

Let him go home, and with his cap in hand. 

Like a bace Ieno hold the chamber dopre, 

Why lcaft by a ftaue no gentler then my dog. 

His faireft daughter is contamura eke. - 
Con. Diforder that hath fpoy Id vs,right vs now. 

Come we in heapes , weele offer yp our, Hues 
Vnto thefe Engiilli, or elfe die with fame, 

Come,come along. 

Lets dye with honour, our fhame doth laft too long,' 



B 3 



Exit mnetl 

Enter 





The Chronicle UtHme 

"Enter Pifioll, theFrench min, and the Boy; 

Fiji. Ey Id cor, ey Id cur. 

French. O Monfire, ic vousen pree auespetiedemoy’ 
ptjl. Moy (ball not ferue. /will hauc fortieraoy*. 

Boy a$ke him his dame. w V ‘ 

Fpj. Cpmantettcsvous apellcs* 

French. Monfier Fer. 

Bey. He faies hisnarae is Matter Ter. 

Ptjl, /lc Fer him,and ferir him, and fetke hitns 
Boy difcus the fame in French. 

Boy. Sir I do not knovvjwhatsFrench 
Forfer/erit and fcarkt. 

Ptfl, Bid him prepare, for I vvil cur his throate. 

Boy. Feate,vou preat.iW voulles coupele votrc gagfc 

Pitt, Onyemafoy couple la gorge, 

Vnleflcthou giue to me egregious raunfome,dye. 

On c poy ntof a foxe, 

French. Qui die ill morifiere. 

Ill ditye fi vou ny. vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gran ! rariforae,rl! voutueres. 

French. O lee vous en pri peftit gcntclhome.patle 
A cee,grap .capataine,pour auez mercie 
A moy%ey lee donerees pourmon ranfome 
Cwquante oci >s,Ie fuyes vngcntclhomc de France, 

Pitt, W bat fayes hd boy 4 • Ir ‘ • 5? UI; ' ' ' 

'Boy, Marry fir he fay es, he is a Gentleman of a 
Houfe.of Franceuhd for his ranfome. 

He will siue you 500 . crownes. 

Pitt. My for) fhall abate, 

And l the Crownesvsftll take. - . : t 

And as 1 fuck blood, 1 will fome mereie (hew. 

Follow me cur, exitomnes. 

Enter the King and his Nohies, Piltoll. 

King. What the Ft enth retire ? y a 






o/Henrythejift. 

Yet ali as not done, yet keepe the French the field. 

‘ Bxe, The Duke of Torke commends him to your Graced 
Kwg* Liucs he good Vncklc,twifcl fawc him downe, 
Twifevpagaine: 

From helmet to the (purre,all bleeding ore- 
Exe. In whicharay.-braue fouldier doth he lye, 

Larding the plaines.and by his bloody fide, 

Yoake fellow to his honour dying wounds, - 
The noble Earle of Suffolk? alfo !y es. 

Suffolk* firft dy de,and Torke a' 1 hafted ore; 

Comes to him where ki blood he lay ftccpt, 

And takes him by the beard, kifles the gaihes 
That bloodily did yane vpon his face, 

Andcryde aloud, tary dearc coufin Snffelke: 

My foule flwU thine keep compauy in heauen: 

Tary deare foule awhile, then file to reft: 

And in this glorious and well feughttn field, •; :-j . , ^ 

We kept togither in ourchiualdry. 

Vpon ihefe words 1 came and cheerd them vp, , 

He tooke me by the hand, faid dcarerny Lord* 

Commend my feruicc-to my foucraigne. 

So did he tut ne,andoucr Suffolkgs neckc 

He threw his wounded arme,and fo efpoufed to death, 

With blood he foaled. An argument 

Ofneuer ending loue.The pretie and fweet matter, of it, 

Forfl thofe waters ftomrae, which 1 would haU€ ftopt, 

But I not fo much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gaue me vp to tcares. 

Km. 1 blarne y ou not : for hearing you, 

1 muft conuett to teares. 

esiUrum foundes, 

"What new alarum is this i 

Bid euery fou Idler kill his prifoncr. 

Ftfi* Coupjc gorge. „ Exit ernes. 

Enter 
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The Chro flick TUHcrle 

Enter F lewellen,and Captaine Gowtr, 

Fie*. Godes plud kit the boyes and the lugyge, 

Tis the arrays peecc of knauery as can be defired, 

In the worell now, in your conscience now. 

Gour. T is certainc, thercis nota Boy 1 eft aliue, I 
And the cowcrdly rafcals that ran from the battcll, 
Thcmfelucs haue done this {laughter: 

Befide,thcy haue carried away and burnt, 

All that was in the kings Tent : 

Whcrvpon the king caufed euery prifoners 
Throat to be cut. O he is a worthy king. 

Flew. I he was born at Menmorth. 

Captain Gower, what call you the place whete 
Alexander the big was borne 5 
(jour, Alexander the great* 

Flew. Why 1 pray, is nat big great? 

As if I fay , big 6rgteac,oi:Wagn*nimous, 

I hope it is all one reconing, 

Saue thefrafe is a litle varation. 

Gour. J thinke Alexander the great 
Was borne at Macedon. 1 

His father was called Philip of Macedon, 

Flew, /thinke it was iJlfacedon indeed where Alexander 
Was borne : Joofee you captaine Gower, 

And if you looke into the mappes of the worell well. 

You Shall finde litle difference betweene 
LMacedon and CMonmorth. Looke you, there is 
A Riuer in Macedon , there is atfo a Riuer 
la Monmorth, the Riucrs name St M onmortk, 

/s called Wye. , . 

But tis out of my brainc,what is the name oftne otne . 

But tis all one, tis Co like, as my fingers is to my fingers. 
And there is Samons in both. 

Looke you captaine Gower t and you markeit, 



lA 



3*5 M D V 7 j 4 

aiiii ni buA 
; : jqsjI&V/ 



of Henry the fift. 

You /hall finde our King is come after Alexander. 

God knowes,and you know.that Alexander in his 
Dowles, and his allcs,and his wrath,and his difpleafures, 
And indignations, was kill his friend C littu. 

gewerf Ihwt ourKingis not like him in that. 

For he neucr kill d any of his friends . 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the tale out 
Ofa mans mouth, ere it is made an end and finilhcd : 

I fpeake in the comparilons.as Alexander is kill 
His friend Chtut : fo out King being in his ripe 
Wits and ludgcruents.is turne away,thc fat knite 
With the grcatbelly doublet :I am forget his name. 

. Gower. Sir Iohn Falttaffe, 

Flew. J, I thinke it is Sirlohn Falslafe indeed, 

I can tell you, thercs good men borne at Monmorth* 

Enter KJng and the Lords. 

King, I wasnot angry fince I came into France , 

Vntill this houre. 

Take a trumpet Hcrauld , 

A nd ride vnto the hotfmen on yon hill .* 

If they will fight with vs bid them come downe. 

Or leaue the field .they do offend our fight : 

Will they do neither, wc will cotne to them. 

And make them sky r away,as faft 
As ftones enfortt from the old A ffi ian flings. 

Bcfidcsjwecle cut the throats of thofe we haue. 

And not one aliue flnll tafle our metcy. 

Enter the Herauld. 

Gods will what mcanes this? know ft thou not 
That wc haue fined tliclc bones of our< for ranfome? 

Herald, I come great king for charitable fauour, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men, 

Wcmay haue leaue to bury all our dead, 

Which in the field lye fpoylcd and troden on. 

Kin, I tell thee truly Hci auld,l do not know whether 

F The 
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The clay be ours or no: 

For yet a many of your French do keep the field.’ 

Hera. The day is yours. 

Kin, Praifcd be God therefore. 

What Caftle call you that ? 

Hera. We call it isigtncoart. 

Kin. Then call we this the field of Agmcourt . 

Fought on the day of C njpin, Cry /pin. 

Flew. Your grandfather of famous memorte. 

If your grace be remembred, 

Is do good fcruice in France. 

Kin, Tis true Flewellen. V 

Flew. Your Maieftiefaycsverie true. . t 

And it plcafc your Maicftie, . 

The Wealchmen there was do good fcruice. 

In a garden where Lcekes did grow. 

And I thinkcyourMaieftic wiltakc no fcorne, 

To wcare a Leake in your cap vpon S.Oames day. 

Kin. No FlewellenSox I am wealch as well as you. 

Flew. All the water in Wye wil not wafti your wealch 
Blood out of you, God keep it, and preferue it, 

To his graces will and plcafure. 

Kin. Thankes good countryman. 

Flew. By lefus I am your Maieffies countryman: 

I care not who know it/o long as your maiefty. is an honcit 
K- Godkcepmefo.Our Herald go with him, (man. 
And bring vs the number of the feattred French. 

Eycit Heraldt. 

Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew, You fellow come to the king. ; t > 
Kin. Fellow why dooft thou wcare that glcfue in thy hat? 
Soul, And pleafe your maicftie, tis a rafeals that fwagaro 
With metheother day : and he hath one of mine, f | ; . 
Which if euer I fce,l haue fworne to {hike him* 
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So hath he fworne the like to me* ' 1 

K. How think you Tlewellcn>\% it lawfull he keep his oath* 
pi' And it pleafe your muefty>tis lawful he keep his vow* 
If he be periur’d once, he is as arrant a beggerly knauc, 

As treads vpon too blackc (hues. 

Kin. His enemy may be a gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And if he be as good a gentleman as Lucifer 
And Belzebub,and the aiuel himfelfc, 

Tis meete he kcepc his vowe. 

Kin. Wei 1 firrba keep your word. 

Voder what Captain ferueft thou ? 

Son/. Vnder Captainc Cjower. • 

’ Flew. Captaine Cjower is a good Captain# 

And hath good littraturein the warres. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

S.»4 I will my Lord. ExitJiMtr . 

Kin. Captain Flewe/len.vthen Alonfon and I was 
Downe together, /tooke this gloue oflffrom his helmet* 
Here Flewellen, wcare it. li any do challenge it, 

He is a friend of Alonfins, 

And an enemy to mee. \ \ 

Fie. Your maieflic doth me as great a fauour 
As can be defired in the harts of his fubieft s, 

/would fee that man now that fhould chalenge this gloue: 
And it pleafe God of his grace./ would but fee him. 

That is all. 

Kin. Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Cjower ? 

Fie. Captaine Gower is my friend. 

And ifit like your maieftie,/know him very well. 

Kin, Go call him hither. 

Flew, /will and it fhall pleafe your maicftie. 

Kin, Follow Flewellen clofely at the hcclcs. 

The gloue he wcarcs, it was the fouldicrs: 

Fa ■» 




The Chmich Hiftorlt 

Enter F lewellen,and Captaine Gowtr, 

Eiefe, Godes pludkil the boyes and the lugygc, 

Tis the arranfs peecc of knauery as can be defiled, 

In the worell now, in your conscience now. 

Gour. T is ccrtaine, there is not a Boy left aliue, h. 

And the cowcrdly rafcals that ran fromthe battcll, 
Themfelucs haue done this {laughter: 

Befide,thcy haue carried away and burnt, 

All that was in the kings Tent s 
Whcrvpon the king caufed euery prifoners 
Throat to be cot . O he is a worthy king. 

Flew, I he was born at Monmorth. : 

Captain Gower; what call you the place where 
Alexander the big was borne ? 

(jour, Alexander the great. 

Flew. Why I pray, is nat big great? 

As if I fay, big or great, or magnanimous, 

I hope it is all one reconing, 

Sauc thefrafe is a litle varation. 

Gour. ] thinke ^Alexander the great 
Was borne at Maceden. > 

His father was called Philip of Maceden, 

Flew, /thinke it was tJMacedon indeed where Alexander 
Was borne : looke y ou captaine Gower, 

And if you looke into the mappes of the worell well, 

You fhall findc litle difference betweene 
LMacedon and iJWottmorth. Looke you, there is 
A Riuer in Macedon, and there is alio a Riuer 
In Monmcrth, ihe Riders name it Monmrtb , 

But tis out of my brainc,what is the name of the other. 
But tis all one, tis Co like, as my fingers is to my fingers, 
And there is Samons in both. 

Looke you captaine Gower t md you matkeit, 
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You fhall findc our King is come after Alexander, 

God knowes,and you know.that Alexander in his 
Dowles, and his allcs,and his wrath,and his difpleafures, 
And indignations, was kill his friend Chttu. 

g 0 wer'. /but ourKingis not like him in that. 

For he neuer kill d any of his friends . 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the tale out 
Ofa mans mouth, ere it is made an end and finilhed : 

I fpeake in the companions, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Clittu : Co our King being in his ripe 
Wits and ludgcments.is turne away.thc fat knite 
With the greatbclly doublet :I am forget his name. 

. Gower. Sir Iohn Falttajfe. 

Flew. I, I thinke it is Sirlohn Falslaffe indeed, 

I can tell you, theresgood men borne at Monmortb* 
Enter King and the Lords. 

King. I was not angry fince / came into France t 
Vntill this houre. 

Take a trumpet Hcrauld , 

A nd ride vnto the hotfmen on yon hill : 

If they will fight with vs bid them come downe* 

Or leaue the field .they do offend our fight : 

Will they do neither, we will cotne to them. 

And make them iky r away,as faft 
As ftones enforll from the old A ffii ian flings. 
Bcfidcsjwecle cut the throats of thofe we haue. 

And not one aliue fhall tafle our mercy. 

Enter the Herauld. 

Gods will what nicanes this? knowff thou not 
That we haue fined thele bones of ours for ranfome? 

Herald, I come great king for charitable fauour. 

To fort our Nobles from our common men, 

Wcmay haue leaue to bury all our dead, 

Which in the field lye fpoyled and troden on. 

Kin, I tell thee truly Hcrauld, 1 do notknow whether 

F T 
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The day be ours or no: 

For yet a many of your French do keep the field.' 

Hera. The day is yours. 

Kin , Praifed be God therefore. 

What Caftle call you that ? 

Hera. We call it zHgincourt. 

Kin. Then call we this the field of Agmcourt. 

Fought on the day of CryJpin,Cryfpin, 

Flew. Your grandfather of famous metnorte. 

If your grace be remembred, 

Is do good fcruice in France. 

Kin , Tis true Flewellen . V 

Flew. Your Maieftiefayesveric true. . t 

And it pleafe your Maicftie, . 

The Wealchmcn there was do good fcruice* 

In a garden where Lcekes did grow. 

And I thinkeyourMaieftic wiltake no fcorne. 

To wcare a Leake in your cap vpon S.Oauies day. 

Kin. No Flewellen, for I am wealch as well as you. 

Flew. A1 1 1 he water in VTye wil not vvalh your wcalch 
Blood out of you, God keep it, and preferuc it, 

To his graces will and plcafure. 

Kin. Thankes good countryman. 

Flew. By lefus I am your Maieft,ies countryman: 

I care not who know it,fo longas your maiefly. is anhtmelt 
K. Godkcepmefo.Our Herald go with him, (nun. 
And bring vs the number of the feattred French. 

Fydt Heralds. 

Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew, You fellow come to the king. ■■■■■ , 

Kin, Fellow why dooft thou wcare that glctue in thy hat* 
Soul, And pleafe your maicftie, tis a rafeals that Iwagara 
With metheotherday : and he hath one of mine, , 

. Which if euer I fce,l haue fworne to ftrike him. 
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So hath he fworne the like to me. ... . 

K. How think you Flewellen, is it lawfull he keep his oath? 
FI. And it pleafe your m>iefty»tis lawful he keep hit vow* 
If he be penur’d once, he is as arrant a beggerly knauc, 

As treads vpon too blackc fhues. 

Kin. His enemy may be a gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And if he be as good a gentleman as Lucifer 
And Belzebub,and the aiuel himftlfe, 

Tis meete he kcepc his vowe. 

Kin. Well fitrha keep your word. 

Voder what Captain ferueft thou ? 

Soul. Vnder Captaine Cjower. ; 

■ Flew. Captaine Cjower is a good Captaine* 

And hath good littraturein the warres. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

I will my Lord. ExkfiMa . 

Kin. Captain F/ewellen, when Alonfon and I was 
Downe together, /tooke this gloue offfrom his helmet* 
Here Flewellen , wcare it. Ii any do challenge it, 

He is a friend of Alonfins, 

Andan enemy to mee. *;' t 

Fie. Your maieflic doth me as great a fauour 
As can be defired in the harts of his fubiefts. 

/would fee that man now that fhould chalenge this gloue: 
And it pleafe God of his grace./ would but fee him. 

That is all. 

Kin. Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Cjower ? 

Fie. Captaine Gower is my friend. 

And ifit like your maieftie*/know him very well. 

Kin, Go call him hither. 

Flew . /will and it fhall pleafe your maicftie. 

Kin, Follow Flewellen clofely at the hccles. 

The gloue he wcares, it was the fouldiers: 

“ Fa * 
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Flew. I out of queftion or doubt, or ambiguities . 

Y ou raufl byte* 

Pill. Good good. 

Flew. 1 Lcckes arc good,Antient Pttto/l: 

There is a {billing for you to hcalc your bloody coxkome, 
Pul. Me a Hulling. 

Flew. If you will not take it, 

I liaue an other Lc’ckefor you. 

Ptfl. I take thy {hilling in earned of reconing. 

Flew. Iflowe you any thing,i!c pay you in cudgels, 

You flialbe a woodtnongcr, 

And I5y cudgels, God bwv you, 

Antient Tifloll, God blcflc you, 

And heale your broken pare. 

Antient Pisloll, if you fee Leekes an other time, 

Mocke at them, that is all : God b wy you. 

Exit Flcwellen, 

Tift. All hell {hall ftir for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwyc with me now i 
Is honour cudgeld from my warlike lines? 

Well France farwcll,newcs hauc 1 certainly 
That Doll is fickc. One mallydie of France, 

The warres affordeth nought,homc will I ttug. 

Bawd will I turne,and vfe the fly tc of hand t 
To England will I fteale, 

And there lie fteal e. 

And patches will I get vnto thefe skarres. 

And fwearc I gat them in the Gallia warres. piftU. 

Enter at one cfoore,tbe iTwj e/England and bis Lords, 
the other dooreyheKmg e/France, gueene Katherine, 
Dnbf of Burbon,W others. 

• Hanj . Peace to this meeting, wherefore We are Vj 
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And to our brorher Trance, Faire time of day.* 
Fairehealth vntoour lonely coufen Katherine. 
And as a branch, and member of this flock: 

We do faluteyou Dukeof Tnrgondie. 

Fran. Brother of England, right ioy ou$ are we 
Your face.fo are we Pr inces English eucry one. 

Duk, With pardon vnto both your mighttnes. 
Let it not difpleafe you, if I demaund 
What rub or bar hath thus far bindred you. 

To keepe you from the gentle fpcech of peace * 
Har. 1 f Duke of Bttrgondy, you wold haue peace. 
You niuft buy that peace, j 

According as we haue drawneour articles. 

Fran. We haue but with a curfcnary eye, 
Orcviewd them pleafeth your Grace, 

To let feme of) our Counfell fit with vs. 

We fliall returne our peremptory anfwere. 

Har. Go Lords,and fit with them. 

And bring vs anfwere backe. 

Yef leaue our coulen Katherine here behind* 
France. Wnhall our hearts. 

Exit King and the Lords. Manet, Wxxyfalhe- 
nnc ,and the G entleweman* 

Hate . Now Kate , you hauc a blunt wooer here 
Left with you. 

If I could win thee at leapfrog. 

Or with vawting with my armour on my backc* 
Into mv (addle. 

Without brag be it fpoken, 

Idc m.ikc compare with any. 

But leaning that Kate, 

If thou takefl me now. 

Thou (halt haue me at the worft; 

G 
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And in wearing, thou (halt haue me better and better, 
Thou (halt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning* 
But dooft thou thinkc, that thou and I, 

Betweenc Saint Denis, 

And Saint George, {hall get a boy. 

That {hall goe to Conftantiwpie, , 

And take the great T urkc by the bcard,ha Katti 
Kate. Is it po/Iiblc dat rac fall 
Loue de cnemic de France. 

Harry. No Kate,tis vnpoflible 
You Ihould loue the cnemic of Franca 
For Kate, I loue France fo well. 

That lie not leaue a Village, 
lie haue it all mine : then Kate,. 

When France is mine, 

And I am yours, 

Then France is yours. 

And you are mine. 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

Harry. No Kate, 

Xvhy lie tell it you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tonguc,likc a bride 
On her new married Husband, 

Let me fee, Saint Dennis be my fpeed, 

Quan France et raon. 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours* 

Harry. Et vous ettes amoy, 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry , Douck France ettes a voust 
Kate. Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et Ie fuyues a vous. 

Kate, And you will be to me. 

Har. Wilt beleeuc me Kate? tis eafier for me 
To conquer the kingdome, th€ to Ipcakfo much 
More French, 
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Kate. A your Maiefty has falfe France inough 
To decciue de beft Lady in France, 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. But Kate t 
Jn plaine termes,do you loue me ? 

Kate, I cannot tell. 

Harry, No, can any of your neighbours tell? 
lie askethem. 

Come K*//, I know you loue me. 

And foone when you are in your cloflet, 

Youle queftion this Lady of me. 

But I pray thee fwcetc Kat* Me me mercifully, 
Becaufe I loue thee cruelly. 

That 1 /hall dye Katejit fure : 

But for thy loue, by the Lord oeuer. 

What Wench, 

A ftraight backe will gro we crooked. 

A round eye will growe hollowc. 

A great leg will waxe fmall, 

A curld pate proue baldc : 

But a good heart Kate, is the fun and the moone. 
And rather the Sun and not the Moone i 
And therefore K ate take me, 

T ake a fouldier: take a fouldier. 

Take a King. 

Therefore tell me Kate,m\t thou haue me? 

Kate. Dat is as pleafe the King my father. 
Harry. Nay it will pleafe him : 

Nay it fhall pleafe him Kate. 

^id vpon that condition K ate lie kifle you. 
Ka.O mon dule nc voudroy faire quclkc choflc 
Pouttoutclcmonde, 

Ccne poynt votree fachion en fouor, 

Harry. What faies (he Lady ? 

Dat it is not de fafion en France t 
tot dc raaidcs f b9forc da be married to 
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May foy ie oblye,whatis to baflie ? 

Heir, Tokisjtokis. O that ns not the 
Fafhion in Fran nee, fox the maycies to kis g 
. Before they are married. 

Lady. Owye fee vottee grace. 

Har. Well, weelebrcakethat cuftome. 
Therefore Kate patience perforce and yccld. 
Before God Kate, you haue witchci ait 
In your kilTes: 

A nd may perfwade with me rrtore. 

Then all the French Councell. 

Your father is returned. 

: vjbyb’ 

Enter the King of France, and 
the Lordes, 

How now mv Lords ? 

France. Brother of England, 

Wehaue oreredthe Articles, 

And h ue agreed to ail that wc in fedule had, 
Exe. Only he hath not fubferibed this, 
Where your maieftie demaunds. 

That the king of France hauing any occaficn 
To write for matter of graunr. 

Shall name your highnefle, in this forme: 

And with this addition in French. 

No fire trejherfiiz, Henry "Roy D'anglaterre , 

E heare de France. And thus in Latin : 
PreclariJJimus films nofier Henricm Rex Anglic , 
£t heres Francte. 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon, 
But you faire brother may intreat the fame. 

Har. Why then let this among the reft, 

Haue his full com fc: And withall, . . . 

Your daughter Katherine in manage, 



Fremiti 
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of Henry thcfji. 

Fran. This and what e'fe, 

Your maieftie (hall craue. 

God that difpofeth al,giue you much toy. 

Har, why then faire Katherine, 

Come giue roe thy hand: 

Our manage will we prefent folemnife, 

And end out hatred by a bond of loue. 

Then wil 1 1 fvvearc to Kate, and Kate to mee ! 
And may out vo wes once made, vnbroken bcc<» 

FINIS. 
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